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If you, dear sir, the plague have got,

What matter is 't whether or not

They let you in the same house He,

Or carry you abroad to die?

He whom the plague or love once takes,           15

Every room a pest-house makes.

Absence were good if 'twere but sense

That only holds th' intelligence.

Pure love alone no hurt would do;

But love is love and magic too;                        20

Brings a mistress a thousand miles,

And the sleight of looks beguiles,

Makes her entertain thee there,

And the same time your rival here;

And (oh the devil!) that she should                  25

Say finer things now than she would;

So nobly fancy doth supply

What the dull sense lets fall and die.

Beauty, like man's old enemy, 's known

To tempt him most when he 's alone:               30

The air of some wild o'ergrown wood

Or pathless grove is the boy's food.

Return then batk, and feed thine eye,

Feed all thy senses, and feast high:

Spare diet is the cause love lasts,                      35

For surfeits sooner kill than fasts.
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ONE of her hands one of her cheeks lay under,

Cozening the pillow of a lawful kiss,
Which therefore swelTd, and seem'd to part asunder,
As angry to be robb'd of such a bliss:

The one look'd pale, and for revenge did long,           5

W hile t' other blush'd, 'cause it had done the wrong.

Out of the bed the other fair hand was
On a green satin quilt, whose perfect white

Look'd Ske a daisy in a field of grass,1

And show'd like unmelt snow unto the sight:              10

1 Thus far Shakespeare.